for me. Conviviality went out with punch and suppers.
I cherish their memory. I sup when I can, but not upon
sandwiches. To offer me a sandwich, when I am look-
ing for a supper, is to add insult to injury. Let the
learned friend, and the modern Athenians, sup upon
sandwiches,
MR. MAC QUEDY. Nay, sir; the modern Athenians know
better than that. A literary supper in sweet Edinbroo'
would cure you of the prejudice you seem to cherish
against us.
THE REV. DR. FOLLIOTT. Well, sir, well; there is cogency
in a good supper; a good supper, in these degenerate
days, bespeaks a good man; but much more is wanted
to make up an Athenian. Athenians, indeed! Where is
your theatre ? Who among you has written a comedy ?
where is your attic salt ? which of you can tell me who
was Jupiter's great grandfather? or what metres will
successively remain, if you take off the three first syl-
lables, one by one, from the pure antispastic acatalectic
tetrameter? Now, sir, there are three questions for
you; theatrical, mythological, and metrical; to every
one of which an Athenian would give me an answer
that would lay me prostrate in my own nothingness.
PEACOCK (from Crotchet Castle)
THE CURE'S OMELETTE
Everyone knows that for the last twenty years Madame
R. . . has occupied, by common consent, the throne of
beauty in Paris. It is also known that she is extremely
charitable and that at a certain period she took an interest
in almost all the enterprises which had for their end the
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